Allah hears me I'll be as the dust leneath thy feet.   Fail to find it me

and-----"

But Prospero cut the menace short. "Give me a free hand, and in
six days, if not in less, Fll have your^ fleet here in this bay, whence on
the first dark night you may weigh anchor, and with the open seas
before you slip quietly away. You'll be hull down on the hori2on
before the following dawn, whilst Doria continues to guard the mouth
of ao empty trap.'*             *

It was a "boast that made every man of the company catch his
breath. Dragut, however, needed more. "A dream," he condemned
it "A Nasrani's drunken dream."

"A dream, to be sure. That is the beginning of all things. The
world was a dream before Allah made it a fact, as I will make this
dream of mine. We'll need for that, in addition to your slave-gangs
and all the hands aboard your galleys, seamen and soldiers, every able-
bodied man that Djerba can supply. I estimate that there should be
five thousand of these Berbers. Win the assistance of their Sheik, and
let your soldiers round them up, at the point of the sword if need be,
and let them bring every spade and pick and mattock on the land.
You shall see what can be done."

A glimmer of the project broke on Dragut's mind at last, and almost
scared him by its vastness. He took a deep breath, and his voice was
muted. "You'll set them to dig a way? A canal nearly a league in
length?"

"No miracle with some seven thousand hands to do the work. The
canal need not be deep. We lighten the galleys of all gear until only
the shells remain, and we refurnish them again here in deep water."

He enlarged upon it, and in a measure as he did so the practical
nature of that colossal enterprise became more and more apparent,
until at last Dragut, himself, exclaimed his belief that Allah, the All-
wise, the All-knowing, had sent Prospero to him so that the Sword of
Islam should be set free to continue to uphold the glory of the Prophet's
law.

XXVIL   THE REUNION
IN THE COOL OF that evening Prospero and Gianna, reunited, sat on the
poop of the Aswad, the twenty-six-oared black galley which Dragut,
faithful to his word, had assigned to Prospero at the end of that day of
incredibly active preparatory toil. For from the moment of taking
the decision to act upon Prospero*s plan, not an instant had been lost.
They had begun by a visit to the leathern-cheeked, grey-bearded
old Sheik at Roumt-es-Soum and expounded their need of all available
hands for certain labours, the purpose of which they did not disclose,
The crafty old Khadab made difficulties at first. These Dragut
conquered partly by bribery and partly by appeal to racial feelings,
with the hint of a threat in the background. When at last the Sheik
yielded, which was when he conceived that he had wrung the last
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